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Summary 


“Are you sure?” 

His voice was soft, a rumble of thunder rolling through the sky before a storm. Alina’s breath 
hitched, suddenly realizing how close Aleksander was to her; she could see clearly the 
intensity of his quartz eyes and the grooves of his cheek, the divots of his stubble. 

“Yes, I’m sure.” 

Her voice was naught but a whisper, but she knew what she wanted. 


Notes 


*humbly throws my quarter into the fountain of smutty darklina one-shots inspired by the 
war room scene;)* 


So. this is the first time i've written a fic *directly* for Shadow and Bone, rather than the 
Grisha Trilogy. But I can't help but add in a little book lore. TGT fans, you'll know what I 
mean--show fans, don't worry it's very subtle and not important to the "plot." plot, ha! what 
plot? 


Anyways here we go~ hope you enjoy!! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


“Are you sure?” 


His voice was soft, a rumble of thunder rolling through the sky before a storm. Alina’s breath 
hitched, suddenly realizing how close Aleksander was to her; she could see clearly the 
intensity of his quartz eyes and the grooves of his cheek, the divots of his stubble. 


“Yes, I’m sure.” 
Her voice was naught but a whisper, but she knew what she wanted. 


Aleksander’s lips were on hers immediately again, and he kissed her harder than before, 
pushing her back slightly onto the war room table. He kissed her like a man starved, a man 
who had something to prove. 


Maybe he does, Alina wondered, but she kept that to herself, stray thoughts disintegrating as 
Aleksander’s hand slid its way under her kefta and cupped her upper hip. His eyes were 
closed as his fingers brushed the rim of her trousers, and her muscles tensed. 


Aleksander paused, breath ragged, one last moment of hesitation before his hand was against 
her skin, and as his mouth moved on hers, she felt again that strong sense of surety that 
always filled her at his touch. It was easy to forget that he was a human amplifier when he 
stood in front of the Second Army, looking more predator than prey, and now, in his eyes, she 
thought the same. 


Alina let out a small moan as his hand squeezed her ass, letting her own eyes flutter shut. His 
other hand worked at the buttons on her kefta, and soon her outer layer had fallen to the table, 
arms wrested from their sleeves. When Alina’s blouse did not give as easily, Aleksander 
ripped the last few buttons with his teeth, and it came apart without much more effort. 


She gasped as cool air hit her breasts, and she felt a flush spread across her skin. Aleksander 
stared at her, eyes heavily lidded, and she saw his tongue brush quickly across his lips. “My 
Alina,” he murmured in a rasp, and the possessive words sent a sizzle of pleasure down to her 
core. 


“Yes, General,” she said. 


His eyes met hers, and she nodded. With a smirk, Aleksander bent his head down to her 
breasts and took one in his mouth, tongue swirling around her nipple as if it was a delicious 
treat. She could feel the hints of his beard ticking the sensitive skin there. Alina gasped at the 
sensation—she’d never felt anything like this before. The First Army had only provided brief 
trysts for the boys, and barely anything for girls who didn’t wish to be tossed and left behind. 
Certainly nothing for Alina, whose appearance of the ‘enemy’ had either left her scorned or 
exoticized. She did not care for either. 


And this. 


This was surety; this was power. This was everything that even those involved in trysts in the 
army had never experienced. This was slow, devouring pleasure, fire eating her skin as 


Aleksander’s hand moved along her ass to tickle the seam of her leg and her pussy, his needy 
mouth on her breast. 


“Aleksander, please,” she moaned, not even fully knowing what she was asking for. She did 
not know much. 


“Shh, shh,” was his only reply, as he removed his hand from her trousers and yanked them 
off instead, leaving her fully bare before him, save the jewelry Genya had laid on her neck 
and wrists. Alina sat there on the table as he scrutinized her, and she could feel every single 
insecurity running through her body faster than she could think of them. It was getting harder 
to breathe, and Alina had to blink several times. 


“You’re so beautiful, Alina,” Aleksander said, then, his voice smooth and gentle. “Look at 
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you. 


As if it was intended, Alina noticed a mirror to her side, not a looking-glass for dressing, but 
a small one for personal or face touch-ups. She could see herself in it, legs spread before the 
General, propped up on her elbows as she leaned back against the table, throat exposed to 
him with fine jewels dripping from it. A faint glow emanated from her, literally, almost a true 
halo. 


“T can see why they call you the Sun Saint,” Aleksander whispered. 


Alina could only nod, and it caught her by surprise when he placed his hands on the insides 
of her thighs, running a smooth motion towards her center. She sighed as his fingers touched 
her, slowly and hesitantly, waiting for her every yes. 


Then his fingers were upon her, and they slid between her folds easily, toying with her clit. 
Alina gasped, biting down on her lip, but Aleksander would have none of that. He tsked to 
himself, placing his free hand over her mouth. Silence. 


His fingers were moving faster now, rubbing tight circles into her and teasing at her entrance. 
“ Ah, Aleksander,” Alina cried, bucking into him, breasts bared before him. “Oh, Saints, 
please—” 


Her words split into a whine as he slipped a single finger inside of her, then a second. Alina 
pressed her lips together at the initial pain and then the delicious pleasure as Aleksander 
scissored her open. 


She felt sullied at the sight of herself in the mirror, fucking the General’s hand, naked and 
quivering. At the same time, her mind was fazed over with pleasure, and the supposed 
dirtiness was washed away by her proximity to him, the excess of their combined powers 
drifting together immaculately. 


Then he suddenly pulled away, leaving Alina dripping and shaky, her whole body coursing 
with pleasure. “But—” 


“Tt feels good, doesn’t it?” Aleksander asked her slyly. 


It did, more so than when she had ever touched herself or dared to think about being with 
another person. And it certainly didn’t help that each brush of his skin against hers sent a 
wave of power through them both, making her giddy. Around them, the amplified light and 
darkness mingled together, encircling them, hiding them to the naked eye. 


“Relax, Alina,” he said to her when she tensed again under his gaze. “I am here for you. ” 


Still, she bit her lip as he threw off the outer layer of his kefta, which she had so meticulously 
placed on him before the Winter Fete. Next his trousers were unbuckled, and he pulled out 
his erection, hard and long. Alina’s eyes widened; she felt her hands become clammy. 


He glanced back at her, a question. 


“Yes,” Alina breathed, the word coming out shakily, She sucked in a breath as he guided his 
cock to her entrance, head pressing against her before he kissed her and inched himself 
inwards. Alina moaned into the kiss, feeling each movement, the friction against her walls 
almost too much to handle. Her eyes rolled back in pain and pleasure until he bottomed out, 
letting her adjust to the feeling. 


When she thought she could handle no more, she let herself lay backwards completely, 
freeing her hands to grasp against the sides of Aleksander’s face. Meeting his gaze, she 
nodded, and he pulled from her again before thrusting back inwards. 


Alina let out a broken cry, clenching around him with each stroke, feeling bursts of pleasure 
as he hit that spot inside of her, her hands all over him—his hair, his shoulders, his arms, 
meeting his hands, their fingers entwining. 


“You're doing so good, sweet Alina,” Aleksander told her through pants as his thrusts sped 
up, lips pressing to her neck along the line of her jewelry. She clenched in pleasure at his 
words, and he groaned, the sound deep and fulfilling. 


Alina could feel herself beginning to slip, and when she felt a mounting pressure inside of 
her, she reached a hand down to touch herself, but Aleksander was too fast, his thumb 
meeting her clit and working magic into it. She groaned at the sensation, and within 
moments, a dam broke inside of her; she felt herself come apart. 


As Alina fell slack against the table, Aleksander came shortly after her, spilling into her with 
a groan. He fell on top of her, body pressing hers against the table. Alina could feel the sweat 
of her back sticking to the few paper scrolls that had fallen into disarray. She couldn’t bring 
herself to care, however, not when her body was radiating with a buzz it had never felt 
before, not with the General of the Second Army on top of her, breathing hard, with a face as 
handsome as polished marble. 


She had crossed the point of no return. She had crossed it with Aleksander. There was no 
going back now. 


End Notes 
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